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fashion, ami a            cluster of roses at my breast, and
fur tin* first time i fell the subtle joy that emanates from beautiful am! Incoming garments. The fine softness of the rich fabric was pleasant to my touch —its silken rustle music to my ear. Miss St. Clair had knt me of her best, am! as I saw it all reflected there, I thought haw easy it           be for the* rich to be good ant! happy,
never dreaming          the wealthy, who to escape ennui
and ahsulute idleness sometimes did wrong simply because* there was nothing else to do, might think in'turn, ah! how easy it           be for the poor to be good and
happy.
the overture ended abruptly,    I gathered up my precious dra[K*rii*s ami ran to the entrance* to be ready for my cue.   Hit* first speeches were cold, haughty, and satirical.   The gypsy who        j>crsonating my deau lover deceived everyone rise, even the half-blind old mother accepted        as her son, though declaring him greatly in                    in manner.   But I, the sweetheart,
was nut convinced, aiuHgnortng the advice of the highest it the court,                        the adventurer with the
of
As the                   on, the          hands (carpenters, gas-
men, sct*i ie-shifters, etc.) tn*gan to gather in the* entrances,              a          of something unusual going on. I •••- - an          thought sprang up in my mind. Ah, yes* they are                        to nee the ballet-girl fail in a ! An unworthy suspicion, I am sure, but it as it would          clone ttjttin an already
tin*            result, loss* of self-
f mil fvti
In tin* df'mifii'iation of tht* adventurer as u murderer a |Kfr«»onatof <*f Iw own victim my passion rose to a |n*rfrti fury,    I siM'pt tin* stage, Ntornung, raging, frar» ing               iiinfrr heaven but the jwrniftlr eseujit* of the*
wrrtfli t tialrdf Vagiirly ! noted the manager r<*nciiifig far curr a Imleonv to %r<* me - I didn't cart* rven for the \ Tfir autiieme InirM into trt'iiintdnti^
i
tiyjA^    ,,,